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The tr^edie 

He w'mne our ancient right in France againcj 
Gr dye a fouldier as I Jiu’d a King, 

^Ip. Short fommers lightly haue a forward fpring. 

Enter j9i*fi£Torke,H*p"gi,Caulm4ll, 

Bnc. Now in good time, heere comes the Duke of Torl^t^ 
Prtn- Richard of Yorke how fates Out noble brother; ' 
Tor, Well my deatc Lord : fo muft I call you nojv* 
Prin. 1 btother to^our griefc, as it is yours : 

Too late bee died thamigbt haue kept this title. 

Which by his death hath loft much maiefty, 
do. How faires pur epufen noble Lo« of T on^» ^ 
Tor. T thanke you gentile ynde ; O my Lord, 

You faid that Idle weeds arc faft in growth ; 

T he Prince my brother hath out growne me fane. 

(J/o, He hath my Lord. 

Tor. and therefore is he idle ? 

Gh. Oh my faire coufe’n I muft not fay fp. 
ror.Thenhe is more beholding to yon then li 
Glo. He may command me as my fouertigne. 

But you haue power in me at in a kinfman. 

Tw. I pray ypu-vhclc giue me this dagger. 
gh. My dagger little coufen with all my heart.' 
Prin. A begger brother,? 

Tor. Ofmy kind vnclc that I know will giuc 
^nd being but a toy which is no gift, to giuc, 

Gh. A greater gift then that He gme my coufen. 

Tor. A greater gift, O thats the fword too it. 

I gentle coufen were it light enough. 

2 onO then I fee you will part but with light giftSj 
In weightier things youle fay abegegt nay. 

Gh. It is to weighty for your grace to wcare. 

Tor, I weigh it lightly were it heauicr. 

G/<».What would you haue my weapon little Lo. 

Tor.l would that I might. thanke you asyou call 

e/i». How ? Ter. Little. 

7r#».MyL.of 2 >ri^wiUftillbeecroffelntaIke! 

Vncle your grace knowes how to beate with bim. 

2ar, You meane tobeare me ^ not to bearc wuh nJ*L 
Y«cle,my brotfacrmockci Iwb you and me, 




Becaufe thatl am little like an .<^pe. 

He tblDkes that you fhould bcaremeoM your 

Btte. With what a flwrpe ptouided wit he« tealons. 

To mitigatethc feotne hec giue hU ▼nclt » 

He pretely and aptly taunta himfelfe : 

So cunning and Ib youhg is woridertull. 

Gh. My Lo. wilt pleafe you palTe along? 

My fclfe and my good coufen 

Wili to your mother, to inttcat of her 

To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 

Tsr.What will yon goc rnto the Tower my Lora? 

Prin.'tA.y Lord protedot will haue it fo. 

Tor. 1 Ihall notfleepe in quiet at the Tower. 

Gh. Why what fliould you fearc ? 
r«r.Matty my rncle CUrence angry ghoft : 

My Granam told me he wasmuidred there. 

PW». Ifearenoynclea dead, 

<7/#.Nor none that Hue, I hope. 

Prin, And if they Hue, I hope I itecde net feare. 

But come my L. with a heauy heart 
Thinking on them, goe I ynto the ToVirer.^ , 

ExeHnt^PrinfTor,HaJl.'Dor.mMetpSiP),Bt4c. 

Bnc. Thinke you my Lo. this little prating T orke^ 

Was not inceneed by his fobtilc mother, 

To taunt and fcorne you thus opprobiioufly ? 

Gh. Nodoubt,nodoubt,0 tisapcrious boy, 
Bold,quicke,ingenious, forward, capable. 

He is all the mothers from the top to the toe, 

Bnc, Well let them reft .• come hither Cat etby^ 

Thou art fworne as deeply to cffeiSt what we intend, 

./#s clofely to conceale what we impart. 

Thou knoweft our rcafons vrgdc vpon the way ; 
Whatthinkeft thou, is it not an eafie matter 
To maktjf'ilham L.lfnfiengt of our minde. 

For the inftalment of this noble Duke, 

In the feste royail of this famous He ? 

Cat, He for bis fathers fake foloues the Prince, 

That he will not be wPne to oughtagainft him. 

What thinkeft thou then of Stanley, what will he? 
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